A PROPITIOUS START

very tired after a sleepless twenty-four hours, I was to
occupy my old room in the keep. But it was not a kindly
night. Mosquitoes were legion and a swarm of yellow
hornets were building themselves a house in the rafters
above: a tiny insect, too, invisible as a sand fly but not less
of a torment, took toll of my blood.

Salala knew of my presence: it must not know of my
plans. Secrecy was imperative. To disclose them would
be to invite hostility and the news would spread abroad, as
all news spreads in illiterate Arabia, with the speed of the
telegraph and unauthorised accretions that would not
disgrace a London evening newspaper.

Where was Sahail the Rashidi? So much for a Badu's
pledged word. I had heaped riches on this member of
my last year's caravan and made a secret agreement that
he should meet me at Salala in this mid moon of 'RabVa
al Awwal with a camel party to take me into the great
sands. He had sworn that only death would prevent his
coming. Devious enquiries showed that he had not been
heard of in Dhufar since he had gone off to his tribe with
the two hundred dollars and a dagger - immense fortune -
I had secretly given him then. If this and the promise of
more had failed to bring him to fulfil a solemn promise I
despaired of my prospects. The Rashid, to which he be-
longed, is the only genuine tribe of the southern sands,
and without their assistance any dream of a crossing were
vain.

The desert news in Dhufar was bad. War! The Rashid
and the Sa'ar were fighting, the former my hoped-for
friends, the latter their powerful hereditary enemies of the
northern Hadhramaut - an ancient blood-feud* It followed
that the immediate hinterland was menaced by raiders or
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